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© WTTNESSED STATEMENT SERIES:
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—has smoked Luckies for 21 years

OTIS RUCKER, Independent Expert Since 1909, says:
“1 Smoke Luckies Because They Buy Fine Tobacco”
“I’ve been an auctioneer and warehouseman since 1909,”’ says
this typical expert. ‘I started smoking Luckies when they were
introduced in 1917. The finest tobacco goes into them. Most
of my friends in the tobacco business smoke them, too.”
Sworn records show, in fact, that among independent buyers,
auctioneers and warehousemen, Luckies have twce as many exclusive smokers as have all other cigarettes combined.

Yes, Luckies give you the finest tobacco. And they are kindto ™
your throat! Their exclusive ‘“Toasting” process takes out certain harsh irritants found in a// tobacco. Try Luckies fora week.
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On Understanding Germany
@ By Karl Schreiber
Interpretations of current German foreign policy are usually confined to
analyses of a madness allegedly afflicting Adolf Hitler. In this article a new
campus writer accounts for Nazi aggres-

sion from a different angle—viewing it
as the natural reaction of factors inherent in the German character.

partial mobilization of troops led Europe to
the brink of war—all America sat back and

followed the latest news bulletins on the radio
and newspaper accounts with an avidity usually
reserved for a World Series or a trans-oceanic
flight. Germany became the center of all eyes.

It seemed incredible that a single nation led by
a single man could be so powerful and. so

feared. We have become so steeped in the
Ever so often we Americans receive a
jolt which brings us to a realization of
cultural, lingual, racial and financial
close
our

ties with Europe. At one time in our history it
was quite possible for patriots to preach a
doctrine of isolationism—let Europe go her
way and we’ll go ours. But today we realize
that if Europe were drawn into a general war,
that we could quite easily become involved
because of ideological reasons. Another empty
but grandiose slogan, such as, “Save Democ-

racy,” would be flaunted, newspapers would
rave and a new crop of super-patriots would
goad us to action for some pseudo-sacred cause.
Or again, perhaps our vested foreign economic
interests would be jeopardized to such an extent that all American industry would clamor
for protection. In a recent poll by the American

Institute of Public Opinion, it was found that
forty-eight per cent of the people believe that

democratic tradition that such a state of affairs

is almost unexplainable, except upon the basis
of a wild fanatical madness.
I believe an approach to the understanding
of recent German actions can best be made
by taking into consideration certain elements
in the German character itself which the Versailles Treaty only brought out into the light

more clearly. Unlike its surrounding neighbors,
the emergence of a united Germany has come
about in comparatively recent times—since the
leadership of Bismarck. During this entire
period, Germany had been constantly expanding or attempting to expand and dominate,
necessarily at the expense of other nations.
It is related that in 1913, General French of
the British Army was witnessing extensive
maneuvers of the Prussian Guard as guest of
the Kaiser. After regiment upon regiment of

the United States will have to fight Germany
sometime during their lifetime. At any rate,
no matter how it works out, we stand to lose.
The post-war situation would affect every

Kaiser turned to French and remarked, “You
have just seen how long my sword is, perhaps
soon you will see how sharp it is.”” Dr. Alfred

American. Through the medium of the radio

Vagts in his book, “‘The History of Militarism,”

and press, the average citizen is gradually

is an authority for the fact that Germany was

being brought to a realization of these dis-

constantly playing with fire; he says:

perfectly-trained troops goose-stepped by, the

astrous effects of war.
“Schlieffen, the Prussian War Minister,

Thus it was that when Hitler, by his verbal

and Holstein in 1905 during the first

threats, coercion, inspired acts of terrorism and

Moroccan Crisis, were impatient to make
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war upon France... Conrad von Hoetzen-

dorf begged permission in 1907 to overthrow Italy ... and again ... to tame
Serbia . . . Conrad and Field Marshal von
der Golz, united during the Imperial
Manouevres of 1913 in the sharpest condemnation of our (Germany’s) peace

policies which (he said) have missed the
last favorable moment for breaking loose.
(This was in 1911).”
German character then attempts to dominate

and

make

itself

superior;

certain

racial

branches of it are very aggressive and proud.
Witness the recent propaganda in that country

to the effect that the Nordic races are superior*
and that they have no need for foreign culture.
Fortunately or unfortunately as future

his-

torians may view it, this feeling of superiority
and pride has not always been satisfied to

manifest itself only in the more usual and
more cultivated channels of leadership in
science, the arts, philosophy, religion, ete.—
but has expressed itself in the more direct

tangible method of force or militaristic domination.

When the Central Powers lay exhausted and
prostrate in 1919, each of them, with the exception of the Teutonic nations, repudiated
their leaders and their ideas. The Germanic
peoples, on the other hand, for the most part,
felt no such resentment against their leaders.
Instead of becoming disillusioned with their
ideals of conquest, they only reinforced them

imperious nature, instead of accepting her defeat, harbored a deep and bitter resentment of

her adversaries. The ill-advised Treaty of Versailles only humiliated her still further and
wounded, not so much her economic status
(that is, compared to other countries since all
participants suffered disastrously regardless
of which side they were on), but her pride.
Germany, for example, recently demanded the
restoration of some of her former colonies; this
can be for no other reason but one of prestige

and colonial glory. Grover Clark in his book,
“A Place in The Sun,” has conclusively proved
that such extraterritorial possessions are not

an asset, but a definite liability. Germany and
Italy, in fact, spent more on their colonies than
the total value of their trade with them.
Article 231 of the Treaty of Versailles vindictively reads:

“The Allied and Associated Governments affirm and Germany accepts the
responsibility of Germany and her Allies
for causing all loss and damage to which
the Allied and Associated Governments

have been subjected as a consequence of
the war imposed on them by the aggression of Germany and her allies.”

This acceptance of guilt still burns into the
heart and national honor of the German people.
The stage was set, then, for a man who
played upon these feelings and promised to

and sought as the scapegoat for their defeat,
the Jews.

restore to Germany her former glory. The rise
of Hitler was inevitable. He has gained power,

While Hungary was putting down the Com-

has acquired popularity and will continue to
rule to just such an extent as he is able to

munist, Bela Kun, with sanguinary force, Tur-

convince his followers that he is going to push

in a coupe d’ etat, and Russia went through

were seizing power from a supine government

them ahead once more and make them the
most powerful nation in Europe. Sherwood
Eddy, in his book, “The Challenge of Europe,”

her travail,

has put it very aptly:

key was battling Greece, Italian Black Shirts

a few scattered

German

Com-

munists skirmished with police and carefully
avoided treading on the grass in municipal

parks because they were public property. The

post-war trial of Ludendorf became more of a

triumphal justification of the army’s policies,

than an indictment of mismanagement. Ger-

many’s most popular general, Hindenburg, was
elected President after an inactive, unsupported
quasi-Socialist President was repudiated. In

short, Germany, because of her proud and

*See “The Concept of Race” by Julian Huxley in
Harper’s Magazine for May, 1935.
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“Hitler is a sign of the times, an effect,

rather than a cause. He is simply the

voice of crushed Germany . .. a petty
prophet proclaiming the Messianic hope

of a despairing people, even though he be

a prophet of absurdity.”

_To remain in power he must constantly hold
the interest of the people. Dictators cannot
stand still. They must follow the advice of an-

other Polish-German,
dangerously.”

Nietzsche,

and

“live

To quote one of the outstanding militarists
shaping the Nazi policy, Edward Banse*:

“Historically and culturally we have
reached a turning point in our destiny.
The day of comfort and make-believe and
paper and shouting ‘Hurrah’ and dunderheadedness is over, and the day of discomfort and hard thinking and grim resolve
and cold steel have begun. A grim iron age
lies before us . . . the sword will come into
its own again and the pen after 14 years
of exaggerated prestige will be put in
place ... mighty empires ... grow out of
the clang of swords.”
Make no mistake, Hitler represents the
will of the majority of his countrymen. One
could not have listened to the spontaneous
cheering which accompanied Hitler’s recent
radio speech, without realizing that fact. If
Hitler steps out of the picture, another dictator

will simply take his place.
It is upon this basis that I believe an understanding of Hitler’s thrust into Czechoslovakia

from Palestine to Peru, so too will he continue
along these lines until democracies make up
their minds to stop him.
Germany is out for all she can get, operating

on the principle that the end justifies the
means. She is plainly following the dictates of
one of her past leaders, Clausevitz, who says:
“He who uses force unsparingly without
reference to the bloodshed involved, must
obtain a superiority if his adversary uses
less vigor in its application. The former
then dictates the law to the latter, and
both proceed to extremities to which the
only limitations are those imposed by the
amount of counteracting force on each
side . . . To introduce into a philosophy of
war, a principle of moderation would be
an absurdity.”’

is possible. To invoke moral principles, treaties
or pacifism to Hitler is like talking to the wind.

To conclude non-aggression pacts with Germany and then assume that you are safe is
naive. They are not worth the paper they are
written upon. The Reich-Chancellor can be

Germany’s philosophers today tell us that vital
necessity always takes precedence over a mere
international agreement, and that truth must
be subordinated to the good of the state.

tary measures. His idea of the sanctity of
treaties can be deduced from the following
clumsy translation from his own newspaper:

There is only one power that the Nazis understand today—it is force. Until the democratic countries can band together once more,
the Third Reich will go on devouring weaker
countries, and exercising hegemony over its
neighboring lesser satellites. Just as Hitler has
re-occupied the Rhine, dominated Danzig, rearmed in violation of the Versailles Treaty,
engineered an anschluss with Austria, substituted a new religion, driven out the Jews,
seized Czechoslovakia, used Spain as a guineapig for testing out the army’s technicians, and
carried on a campaign of Nazi propaganda

* Raum und Volk im Weltkriege.

kept in check only by constant threat of mili-

“The primitive rigid and formal adherence to treaties in the sense that the
duties undertaken are to be fulfilled literally under any circumstances, even if the
highest and ultimate values (of the state)
are suffering and, perishing, cedes more
to the demands than equity and healthy
feelings of right are entitled to raise.’’
In conclusion then, I believe that this nation’s

bellicose actions can best be understood by a
realization of the intrinsically proud and aggressive character of the German race, which

has

subordinated

all moral

values

to

the

supremacy of their nation. Time alone can
extinguish these burning ambitions. Until] this
time America should guard her most precious
possession, Democracy, with all her strength.
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Make Mine-With
@ By Ernest Sharpe

In this materialistic age, it is refreshing
to learn that most people still have
ideals, even if they are only built around
prospective mates. Our inquiring reporter seems to have hit upon a subject
on which everyone has very definite
notions. His own conception of the Ideal
Woman is the piece de resistance of
the article.

fun.” He will explain it more fully to anyone
interested. Joe White dreams of a lovely, college-bred, athletic brunette who votes the
straight Democratic ticket. Henry Chmiel wants
a “jitterbug”? who can cook—and also watch a
football game without asking so many questions. Paul “Tuppy”’ Agnew reaches in the
elusive grab-bag for a girl ““Chin-high, debonair,

well-dressed, poised, with a sense of humor and
i F you’ll watch closely on the next trip to the
city, you’re bound to see certain touching
walks North, a boy shuffles South on Main

at least the second best-looking in the world.
By the way, “Tuppy” told me a very tricky
little tale about a fellow searching for the Ideal
Girl. For years, he scoured the lands and the

Street—they meet and the boy faints. Why?

Seven Seas ’til at last he found her; he met the

little dramas enacted all over the place. A girl

Doctors will tell you it is heart trouble; the
boy, in that fleeting second of looking into the
girl’s eyes, lost his heart. Gasping ‘‘At long
last,”’ he falls in a faint at her feet. While the

stricken lad tosses fitfully on his bed of paving,
brushing shoes out of his eyes, let’s do a bit of
deep thinking on the case. After all, the boy
must have seen hundreds of girls on the street
before he came to this particular one; why

didn’t they all affect him the same way? Aside
from the fact that his constitution couldn’t
stand so many one-way trips to the concrete,
the main reason is that this one girl is his Ideal.
When he looks at her, his heart stops, his knees
buckle, his senses reel, he shivers and sweats
and gulps. The human system just can’t stand
it. So, he faints.
While picking my way through the tangle
of prostrate swains on Main Street, I began to
wonder what all the fainted fellows had seen
to bring about their downfall. So, rudely wak-

ing one, I asked. His incoherent babbling is the
reason for this article; I couldn’t understand a

girl of his dreams and his joy knew no bounds.

So he asked her to marry him—but she refused
;
she was looking for the Ideal Man. Before you
recover from that one look what Coley McDonough wants! ‘“‘A play-mate, brunette, aver-

age height, with a pretty smile—beauty unnecessary. (But, it helps.) Elmer Bache likes
them shy, intelligent, economical, dainty and
with large innocent eyes. The two Sherman
boys—that would be John and Bill—have
nearly identical ideas—brunette (light), medium tall, beautiful but not dumb and without
any dictatorial ideas. P. S. (which could be
someone’s initials) Bill doesn’t like to swing
out; he’s strictly an alligator. John, with that
soul-full look in his eye, asks for more refinement with his date and a broader outlook. Let
him explain it. It seems appropriate to place

Jean Stapenhorst right after the Sherman
boys, for several reasons, mostly spelled with
an M.K.; if any of you other girls want to
compete, you know what she looks like. There
are several Freshman Co-eds impatiently waiting for this next name—Charlie ‘‘Casanova”

word so, in the best interest of posterity, it was

Zwiesler. Are you brunette, small, intelligent,

decided to interview those who hadn’t met their

sports-loving and a good cook? One who doesn’t
- bother too much about small details? If not,
conform, girls, conform! C. John Litkowski

Ideal and who would be willing to forewarn
the world as to what they were looking for.
Since girls are seldom interested in boys and

since they don’t care what happens on the
masculine side of the fence, we included them

also in the survey. This is the result:

would like to meet a poised, refined, interesting,
tolerant girl who would let him do the talking.
Jim Martin is on the look-out for a tall, darkly-

intriguing girl of dash and fire, who will, if
necessary, stand toe to toe and fight it out.

Jack Padley, a ten second man, could really

(Would Joe Louis do, in a pinch?) ‘Can she

move fast if he saw a “Tall, beautiful brunette
who isn’t sports crazy but who likes good clean

cook?’”’ asks Nick Nolan—at least four times
a day and he means cook! He doesn’t want a
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politician but she absolutely must be a New
Deal Democrat and the home-type. Dick Howe
desires “every possible virtue in the utmost
degree.”’ There’s one man on the campus who

Spitler. “High ideals, energetic, cheerful, a
good mixer, a he-man, tall and one who is not

won’t describe his Ideal Girl but who has a

That’s what Jeanne McLaughlin is looking for.

definition of her type. Johnny Newsock says,
“If, when I kiss her goodnight, my heart pounds
so fast, the vibration unties my shoe-laces,
that’s the girl for me.”’” Wow!
One thing I’ve found—very few girls (here,
at least) give much thought to the Ideal Man.
As one girl so coyly put it, “We have enough
trouble holding what we can get without looking for something better.’’ So, in general, the

interesting half of our coeducational system
carries an open mind on the qualities of the
other half. Mary Jane Makely (who seems to
know more men than Jim Farley) prefers the
tall, blonde, athletic type, without a bow tie.
Kaye Herold registers a unanimous vote for the
tall, sincere, ambitious, slightly serious “good

sport” who dances well and doesn’t try to be
the campus cut-up in his own cute way. Mary
Graziano casts longing eyes toward a protective
male with intelligence and the ability to use it.
Eleanor Robbins orders a tall, exciting blonde

or brunette in a ‘‘very loud”? sweater. In that
groove, Ann Keyes is simply stunned by anyone
in a light blue fuzzy pull-over style sweater.

Attention! Are you a sissy? If you’re not and
are also witty, congenial, a gentleman at all

times and the owner of a dark blue suit with
a pin stripe, Virginia Finke’s phone number is
Randolph 6503. Ann Ferneding dreams of an
intangible someone “tall, neat, interesting,
polite and an average dancer with a different
personality.”” Martha Shad wants to meet a
“gentleman.” The next case is a bit unusual—
Margaret Nolan. Before you read her opinion,

I want to say, there is something missing in it.
She prefers the tall, athletic, neatly dressed,

can see himself in that role, apply to Marijane

always drinking to this new toast, Excess.”
Wilma Moore is much more serious in that she

wants a tall, brilliant, polished, chivalrous,
genteel “‘cave-man.”’ Independence behind a
green necktie attracts the attention of Betty
Wood and Irene Decker attracts the attention

of anything behind a necktie. Martha Jean
Welhener doesn’t need an Ideal Man; she knows
two of them now “‘true gentlemen, well-dressed

(in the Esquire manner) interested in sports—
a sense of humor and just plastered with personality. If he’s not too perfect, that will be
perfect with Theodora Zonars, if you get the

drift. Other people, meaning Virginia Dohner,
also hate perfection but not “‘tallness, with dark
wavy hair, blue eyes and a resolute will.” Although it is hard to picture her doing it, Virginia doesn’t like a boy who’ll let her brow-beat
him.

Gentlemen may prefer blondes, but the
boys at U. D. don’t—almost to a man, they look
on the darker side of life. And nearly all of
them said, “Looks doesn’t matter”; that’s why

all the movie stars are so plain. An insistent
cry for equality of the sexes and less “giddy
camarderie”’ is sweeping the campus. Another
rumble of discontent is caused by the attempt
of so many girls to choose their entertainment

or to dictate social programs. Before this develops into a sermon, let’s proceed to the uninteresting part of the article. Now this won’t

hurt a bit; it’s just my idea of the Ideal Girl.
Not trying to slip into the gentleman class, but
I, for one, prefer the blond variety. Tall, quiet,
a reader of Wodehouse and definitely the
home-type. Also she should think that I am
handsome, intelligent, witty, just too, too clever

humorous type who is not a genius. Also she
likes thriftiness—but there is something she
refuses to tell. With tears in my eyes and a sob

and the Ideal Man; which might be summed up

in my voice, I begged her to relent but the girl
has a mind of her own. Betty Jane Israel likes
wild neckties on a friendly, slightly taller boy
who has ambition and a purpose in life. Three

to ““Gang-Busters.’’ And when I’m wrong, she’ll
tell me about it; not go off some place and call
me nasty names, under her breath.

in the virtue of good judgment. Her idea of a

wild time would be popping corn and listening

Dayton boys have made her ‘“All-Important’”’

At first, the idea for ““Make Mine, With” was

team; by next year she will have a monopoly

simply to give the puzzled boys of Dayton a

or something. Jane Long wants sincerity, intel-

chance to learn what certain of the girls considered an Ideal Man. But now, looking back,

ligence,

independence,

dancing

ability

and

wittiness in her Ideal Man. At last there is an
opening for an “unhandsome” man, who dances

I

well and who has a sense of humor. If anyone

madly to purchase fuzzy blue sweaters and

believe

it

will shake the foundations of

America; with the youth of the land rushing
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wild neckties and everyone becoming more
cheerful, humorous and intelligent, to say nothing of the purchase of joke-books and dancing
lessons, the business recession will vanish over-

night. Prosperity and peace will again return
and Ideal Boys and Girls will be springing up
all over the place. Why didn’t we try this
before!

Goldilocks And The Three Dates
@ By Jim Schwering

In presenting a reply to Associate Editor
Miss Spitler’s anti-engineer article of
last issue, we reluctantly deny her the
protection of official immunity. But the
subject must now be considered closed.

Papa Willie Bear was very much interested
in chemistry and liked to play with the powders,
solutions and glassware that go to make up the

chemist’s laboratory. Little Goldilocks wandered into his room one day and, fascinated by

all the apparatus, began to play with it. Inside
"E nomeer

With Date!” Leaping from

the pages of the last issue of the Exponent wasa title blazing with promise. There
for the world to see was what appeared to be
the first written appreciation of the supreme
thrill to be encountered by any college girl or,
for that matter, any other fortunate female of

the species. But as we read on disbelief spread
over our features, for the Exponent, usually
replete with the ultimate in truth, was a mass

of prevarication, falsification and downright
lies.

But let us recall to your minda little story
our mothers used to tell us. It concerns a little
girl called “Goldilocks,” who loved to eat dates
above anything else in the world. Now Goldilocks was a girl with very definite and sometimes one-sided ideas of her own. To call her
intelligent would be paltering with the truth,
for she didn’t know, even without a slide-rule,
that if out of 704 boys and girls 110 are girls,
the ratio of boys to girls is 5.40, and not

9.874 to 1.
One day Goldilocks ran away from home

into a large forest to hunt dates. There she

two minutes she had broken two flasks and a
condenser. Being a female, she couldn’t ever
manage to spend two minutes of her life without shooting off her mouth. Although her incessant childish prattle and bragging bothered
Papa Willie very much, he, being a good, wise
chemist, didn’t throw her out as he should have
done.
One day Goldilocks was especially hungry
for a date. She asked Baby Donald Bear to go
out with her to try to find some dates. They

went out, but Baby Donald couldn’t seem to
find the real thing. He found some little sour
ones, but not a single ripe, juicy date could he
discover. So he, knowing more about the inside
of the body than about dates, went into a de-

tailed description of the reasons why she
shouldn’t eat dates and how they would irritate
the alimentary tract, to say nothing of the
epiglottis.
For some reason, however, her
hunger wasn’t satisfied.
About a year later she asked Mama Georgiette Bear to help her find some dates. Mama
Georgiette took her, but not a decent date

“Oh, well,’ she thought as she toyed with the

could they find. Mama knewa heck ofa lot
about the dates in history and about how
Methusalah lived quite a while without needing
dates all the time, but what good did that do a
poor little girl who was practically starving
far a real, old-fashioned honest-to-goodness

back of her long blond tresses, “I may as well

date? Disappointed, but not licked, Goldilocks

make the best of it. I'll spend the four years

went back to wreck some more of Papa Willie’s

hunting in the forest for dates.”’

chemical

came across a family of three bears who decided that since she’d discovered them, she’d
have to stay with them for four years.
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apparatus.

What she

didn’t smash

she appropriated and hid where Papa Willie|
couldn’t find it, from which you will conclude
—and rightly so—that here
frightful child.

was

a

pretty

By this time Goldilocks had gotten to the
point of writing letters to the editor telling
about her search. She wasn’t satisfied that she

alone couldn’t manage to find a decent date
despite all the help that Baby Donald or Mama
Georgiette could give her, but she wanted to

tell the rest of the world about it. Vain child,
this.
One day she caught Papa Willie off his
guard and without thinking he promised to
take her out and show her some dates. But
this time Goldilocks had something to which
to look forward, for Papa Willie, having

analyzed samples of soil all over the forest,
knew by calculation just where the best dates
would grow. He knewa lot of other things by
calculation, but Goldilocks, being unable to
understand this higher mathematics, made fun
of his formulas and his slide-rule.
He took her out and led her straight to the

jaded soul of even the most blase girl. “Ah,”
she thought, “‘here is a date which is a date.”
She knew then that there are dates and dates,
but only those arrived at by careful calculation
and after much scientific study are worth
bothering about. From then on she made Papa
Willie take her out all the time to get dates.
But now another thought crossed her mind.
What if another little girl should hear about

this and ask Papa Willie to take her out and
show her the dates? That would indeed be an
awful situation, for no one but a chemist could
show Goldilocks dates any more. Having once
had the best, she would never want anything
else. So she wrote another letter to the editor,
saying that Papa Willie couldn’t find any good
dates, thus hoping to fool all the other little

girls and keep them away from him.
The other little girls wondered why Goldilocks still went out with Papa Willie to look
for dates if he couldn’t find any. They didn’t

know that she was exercising women’s dearest
prerogative, that of saying one thing and doing

best dates she had ever encountered. Ripe, suc-

the opposite. They never did know why Goldilocks bothered to write letters to editors. But

culent and juicy, here were dates to delight the

we know, don’t we?

THANKSGIVING
There is a song in my heart of thanksgiving
and joy,
A song of contentment and love, .

And a prayer of devotion, inclusive of all
For gifts I receive from above.
My soul sings its delights as I journey the way,

Iam thankful for blessings disguised,
And J am sure that my portion is given to me
In measure infinitely wise.
There is peace in my soul that surpasses all fear,

And my songs are paeons of love,
For the glories and beauties of everyday life
And the blessings which come from above.

—MARTHA J. WELHENER.
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Box 21 Association
@ By Paul Unger
sonal equipment. A man cannot fight or work
Last issue the staff jitterbug put on his
act; today a “fire-fan” is on the
rampage, and we learn that the spirit
of the bucket-brigade lives on in the
activity of a novel blaze-fighting organization of which the writer is an active
member.

at the peak of efficiency if he is more or less
uncomfortable. The personnel of Box 21 Association have always been noted for two things:

responding to all emergencies immediately and
remaining on the scene of the disaster until all
danger has passed.

It may seem queer as to how a group of
FE vervone has a hobby. For some it is
pleasure in the form of work. Just so is
the hobby of the members of the “Box 21
Association,” a group of young men who live
in Dayton and who have the common hobby of
fire-fighting. They are fire “fans” and not firebugs as they are so commonly called. There is
a great difference between the two: a fire-bug

is one who starts fires, while a fire-fan responds

to calls and helps to extinguish them.
The Association is now entering its third year
of existence. The name “Box 21’ was chosen
because it was from firebox No. 21 that the
alarm was sent in during the largest fire the
city of Dayton has ever known. Just as the

regular municipal fire department hasa chief,
captains, etc., we also have a chief, two district chiefs, a captain and four lieutenants.

When the full quota is reached there will be
twenty-one active members, twenty-one associate members and any number of honorary
members. At the present time there are only
fifteen active members.
To become a member of the Box 21 Associa-

young men, who are not wealthy, could afford

to take part in such an expensive hobby. And
it is rather expensive as the members receive
no pay and must buy their own equipment.
Funds for food consumed at a fire are raised
by benefit dances, dues, and initiation fees.

Money for personal equipment is provided by
each individual member.
After a man has become a member of Box 21,
there are many things he must observe to retain
that status, chief among which is constant willingness to respond whenever an alarm is given.

Of course this does not apply if he is working
and cannot leave his job, but we do find that
an employer is proud to have a civic-minded
worker, and will usually let him off to attend
a fire. The most difficult thing is to turn out
about three o’clock in the morning in tenbelow-zero weather. Under such circumstances,

a man’s true mettle reveals itself. Those who
join the organization merely for the honor
of wearing the badge quickly fall by the wayside. This is the reason why, although the club

is three years old, we have only fifteen men.

We know what those fifteen are, and its much

tion, a young man must be at least twenty-one
years of age, live in the city of. Dayton, be
willing to undergo training in modes of fire-

easier to operate by teamwork.

fighting, and to respond to all calls, no matter

American Red Cross First Aid course, to equip
him for any emergency which may arise. It is

what time of the day, or how dangerous the

assignment. If there is a large fire or some
other emergency in the city, the members are
called and receive orders from their chief.

Usually their first duty is a hose-line assignment or light-generator detail. The first thought

Every member is required to take a standard

our idea to be prepared for treating any injury
that may occur in fire, flood or auto crash.
The club maintains a life boat and every member must be able to handle it single-handed.
Each car also carries first aid equipment so

of the organization is public safety and control

that any of the members may work individually

of the fire or emergency. When this is assured,

or with another as a team.

the attention of Box 21 is turned to the professional firemen and police. They are made as
comfortable as possible, and supplied with hot

Some of the emergencies so far attended by
members of the Box 21 Association were the

coffee, sandwiches, dry gloves and other per-

Gondert & Lienesch Box Factory which broke
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out at about one o’clock in the morning, and
caused $100,000 damages. Another large fire
took place at the Shartzer Wrecking Company’s
plant, and is particularly memorable, since a
falling beam nearly killed this member. We
were also called to the Johnson Airplane fire,

During the great 1936 flood at Cincinnati,
the Box 21 Association sent a boat and crew to
the scene of the disaster, and kept them on the
scene until the waters had subsided. The members who manned the boat received a letter of
recognition from the Cincinnati fire chief.

in which $50,000 was lost. Our last large fire

The Box 21 Association is not the only one of

was the Kuntz-Johnson Lumber Co., which was
one of the most difficult assignments, since nine
hours were required to bring it under control.
At this fire, having profited by past experiences

its kind in the country. There are such clubs in

we worked as a team and in this way accom-

into a large organization of fire-fans and to be
able to render much civic support to our
respective communities.

plished much more, while not one of the members suffered injury.

every city and town of any size. The same type
of work is done, and information of fires as

well as new ideas on fire-fighting are exchanged. It is our hope to be joined some day

I, FLESH
I, Flesh, cried madly to my Heart
My ultimatum: “Choose your part!”
I screamed (for never move I slow):
“Speak, O Heart, the truth admit;
Tell me loudly, shout it!
Do you beat for God or Man?
“Do you beat for God? I beg thee.

Do you beat for Man? O tell me!
Have no fear; for I must know.

“Choose you for God—I will obey.
Choose you for Man—I’ll not delay,
But follow one with all my might.
“Come; Why solve you not my doubt?
I cannot hear unless you shout;
Indeed: unless you almost scream!
“But hush! I hear an ans’ring cry;
And ’tis not loud ;—’tis but a sigh.
I hear, but—O Heart, what do I hear!”
“T beat for God, alone for God.

But you, O Flesh, would cloak my throb,
And make it all for fleshy Man.
“I whisper, and you hear me.

Why?

Because you paused to hear my cry—
The cry of God within you!”
I, Flesh, Myself to Flesh addressed:

“You know your part, now be at rest;
And yet in rest you’ll find your work.

“You at peace! that Scriptures bar:
‘Man’s life on earth is ever war,

And the days thereof like the days of a slave’.”

—CLARENCE WILKINS.
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The Sino-Japanese Conflict:
Another “Holy” War?
With the fall of Hankow late in October,
and the occupation by the Japanese army of

China’s provisional capital, the undeclared
Sino-Japanese conflict, which has been raging
since July, 1937, again occupies the news spot-

light. A day or so prior to the taking of Hankow, the University of Dayton played unexpected host to Rear Admiral Shinjiro Yamamoto, who took advantage of his over-night
stay on the campus to spread some stock
Japanese arguments in justification of aggression in China.
Like every good propagandist, the admiral
did not rely on swaying Dayton’s opinions by
mere word-of-mouth. He presented a pamphlet
which stressed the fact that Japanese Catholics

are quite in accord with the Japanese policy in
China, since they regard it as a “gigantic
struggle” to stem the flood of bolshevism in
Eastern Asia. The Japanese, we are advised,

are innocent of territorial ambitions in North
China, but the whole nation is convinced that

communism, supported by interested groups,
is the gravest menace to the Japanese empire.
What Japan seeks is cooperation, not conquest.

In other words, we are asked to extend our
sympathies for another “holy” war in progress
in Far Eastern hostilities. Even granting this to
be a fact (which the EXPONENT does not)

justification of the Japanese policy is hardly
a corollary of such a belief. The Admiral’s
words and pamphlet give the impression that
the Japanese think the alleged presence of
communistic influences in China is an unparalPage twelve

Don Coan
Alma Braun

leled situation. However, everyone knows that
there is a struggle taking place throughout the
world between nationalism and communism,
and to hold that Japan is justified in taking up
the sword on such a pretext, is to commit one’s
self to the philosophy that the end justifies the

means. One may as well go a step farther and
advocate that the United States government
arrest every suspected communist in the country and consign him to the tender mercies of
the firing squad.

The good admiral’s pamphlet reiterated the
contention that Japan seeks cooperation, not
conquest in China. This sounds well enough,
since one does not at once perceive the naiveness of the assertion. The exact scope of the
cooperation demanded by the Japanese is
clearly presented in a comprehensive little
volume recently acquired by the Albert
Emanuel library, entitled ‘‘Chinese-Japanese
War, 1937—,” in which Dr. T. V. Koo reveals
the ambiguity of the word “cooperation” as
interpreted by Japan:

1. China, as a demonstration of friendliness
to Japan, must put a stop to the economic boycott and other anti-Japanese demonstrations.

2. China must abandon cooperation with
western nations, deal only with Japan, and
withdraw from the League of Nations.

3. China must lower import tariffs on certain

Japanese imports, mainly textiles, confine her

economic development solely to raw materials,

and apply only to Japan for loans and financial

advice.

and

First of all, why have previous attempts at

American military instructors, and replace them

4. China

must

discharge

European

student government at Dayton fizzled out?

by Japanese.

Usually negotiations with the administration
have broken off when a demand for definite
and sweeping powers over campus activities

As Dr. Koo points out, such a program was

inacceptable if China was to maintain her
national sovereignty. Instead of adopting some

compromise, Japan followed up with even more
prohibitive demands which laid down stipula-

was met with arbitrary refusal or the equally
effective pocket veto. An obvious reluctance
seems to prevailin regard to yielding any real
authority to student administrators. And there

tions making the Chinese central government

is overwhelming justification for’ such reluc-

subservient to Tokyo. When China refused to

tance; for why, indeed, should the administration risk the tearing down of that which has
been built up over many years with other men’s
lives and capital—merely to encourage some

take such a suicidal step, Japanese imperialists
gave the cue for the current undeclared war.
Let us. grant that the Japanese have some
grounds for resentment, especially in regard to
Chinese boycotts. But the very fact that Japanese military conquest is a necessary prelude to
enforced Chinese cooperation, shows that
Tokyo’s aggressive policy is contrary to the
most elementary ethics, since an indirect good
effect does not justify a direct evil act. As for

the presence of Chinese communistic elements
hostile to Japan, that, of all the many issues
involved in the war, seems the least important.
If Admiral Yamamoto’s Tokyo chiefs believe
that American sympathies may be enlisted for
the Japanese by bloating the “Red scare” to
incredible proportions, they should take some
means of preventing us from having access to

the brief presented by their victims.

aspirant student-dictators in getting experience
in the practice of principles recently acquired
in government
gamble.

classes?

It

isn’t

worth. the
18.

Those who have in the past entertained the
grandiose idea of student government have proceeded on the false premise that theUniversity
of Dayton administration to be successful in
the long run, must needs function on democratic
lines. Quite on the contrary, the general field
of college administration is probably the single

governmental] situation in which the absolutist
regime operates to the best effect. Students are

mere four-year transients on a college campus,

and greater emphasis is on the acquisition of
formal learning during that period, so the less
meddling in administrative duties, the better.

Thus in broad view, the administration has

Student Government at U. D.:
Impossible and Undesirable
For the past several years it has been customary for each graduating class to make wellmeaning attempts toward the establishment of
some form of student government on the Dayton campus. It has been just as traditional for

these attempts to fail utterly, or to succeed in
setting up some sort of puppet organization,
largely of honorary nature, which may not
have entirely merited, but nevertheless received
the indictment of being “worth no more than a
picture in the annual.” Despite the lesson of
past experience, it is not unlikely that the present senior class, motivated by the desire to
make some lasting contribution, may resurrect
the Student Council. But before anyone gets the
monster idea of “saving the campus for democracy,” the EXPONENT will cite a few facts to

prevent a useless expense of undergraduate

energy.

acted most wisely as a benevolent despotism in
regarding as pernicious any attempt to change
the status quo of relations between it and students. The first duty of a governmentis to keep
itself in control, and permitting students to
usurp powers would be tantamount to encouraging a coup d’etat.

Nor is the EXPONENT disposed to- look
favorably upon the establishment of a “puppet”
Student Council. If students seek to fit them:
selves for political careers by fostering such
essays in government while in college, they are
only creating the foundations for a similar subserviency in later life wherein they will again
aero horizontal positions as official “mouthpieces” of the vested interests. A Student

Council having this effect, surely does not tend

to develop qualities of initiative and leadership.
necessary for good citizenship. It resolves into:
nothing more than a messenger boy between.

administration and students,increases red tape,:
and makes administrative machinery eawielas
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The Past Is Too Much With Us
@ By Paul O. Zeis

Our budding essayist gives us a delightful bit of reminiscing which you will
enjoy very much. He takes us from

gardening to the Muses.

O» men live in the recollections of their
gang age; freckle-faced youngsters wonder what they’re going to be. At school we
dream of home, and at home, of school. In summer, we live on ice-skates, while in winter we
yearn for the green grass, flowers, baseball,
and the cry of the Sonny Boy ice-cream man.

So it is, that with the crackling of rheumatic
leaves as they float to the frost-covered ground,
and the whistling of the wind through the
branches of the long-needled pines, ‘‘shots” of
summer scenes, the past vacation, and St. Louis

the grass, porcupined gum-balls spit out of the
mouth of my “Flyer” like jaw-breakers from a
slot-machine, and saucily slap me in the face.

When I hit a patch of taller grass, my rheumatic mower shuts its mouth, grits its teeth,
and cramps its legs in so sudden an attack of
paralysis that I have to turn it over and pull

it to that bald spot ten yards away.
After an hour of such gasping through clouds
of dust, of sliding an inconsiderate mower over
dried grass, and of combing rocks, sticks and

pine-cones from the taller grass, I homeward
plod my weary way. I wring out my handkerchief, wipe my forehead, and wonder why they

don’t have lawns of moss, anyway.
*

*

ak

As a man of many sorts, I refused to limit my

nodding sycamores and then dart away to leave
me wandering through a Missouri woods, or

mental and physical scope to the width of a
lawn-mower. On occasion I donned a blue
shirt, overalls (with a patch on the right knee
of course), and army shoes, and stomped out
with all dignity to dig potatoes, pull weeds, or
plant radishes in the four-acre garden.

noon, with the spring of rich lawns beneath my

And now in my imagination I again stomp
towards the brockley patch, a cultivator in my

weather, flash upon the screen of my memory.

Scolding blue jays once more fly among the
leisurely picking my way along a blossoming
garden, or walking briskly in the late after-

feet. The scene may change, and I am immersed

hand, humming snatches of “Zip Coon,” and

in “An American Doctor’s Odyssey,” or laughing with Leacock’s “Literary Lapses.” At other
times, I am getting ready for a game of fast
baseball, or ambling in after two sets of tennis.

watching a red-headed wood-pecker gawk
out of the second-story window of her softmaple apartment. Suddenly she begins to drum

Some scenes, however, seem never to fade
into nothingness. No matter how deep I am

the windows like flames shooting out of a pilot
light.

taps on the rotten trunk, awakening her four
little darlings, who pop their heads from all of

engrossed in an algebra problem, a twitch of
my arm, or a sudden glance at tender hands

brings one scene vividly before my eyes,—
mowing the lawn.
:
Each November I remow those lawns in my

imagination. Each November I again grab the
splintered handle of my mower, pour oil into its
eyes, ears, and throat and then snake my way
over the lawn, bending over my machine like a
bloodhound on the trail. With rivulets of sweat

canoeing off my chin, I keep trying to dodge
the blades of grass that shoot unerringly at my
face and neck, and stick there like flies on a

sheet of “tanglefoot.’’ Following the lead of
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I reach the garden, and shake hands with a
limp tip of unresponsive brockley. I had planted
this patch, watered it, sprayed it, grubbed it,
hoed it, and cultivated it. Now the brockley was
already squinting through the ground. It must
increase. It was to be the pride of the entire
garden. I must think only of its increase,—not
of my decrease. And so, with thoughts of duty
and reverence spurring me on, I take my cultivator, and jabbing vigorously, unearth three

brockley plants, an old soup-bone, and a fat
earth-worm. Frightful! Just think, if I should
repeat such destruction ten times, twenty times,
a hundred times. Horror creeps over me and

then creeps off, leaving me coldly indifferent
to my job. I become apathetic, disinterested,
bored even. Then I notice the earth-worm
again. Pouncing upon it, I throw it to a blearyeyed hen, still clucking over a dead cricket she
had found ten minutes ago. Scared, she runs

ten yards away, returns and gobbles up the
worm. As I again slowly return to my work of
clawing the ground, a small grey spider skates

around me, keeping me company for a few
minutes. Then comes further destruction when
a distracting ant fight costs me four more
brockley plants and a gash on my thumb.
At the end of my second row, I sit down,
tenderly nursing a re-awakened case of housemaids knee, and a distaste for brockley, and
watch farmer Hepsibah in an adjoining field
some twenty yards away.

With the spire of old St. Joe’s in the background, farmer Hepsibah leaning on his hoe
next to a corn-shock, looks like a cigar-store
Indian in front of his tepee. The smoke from
his stained corn-cob pipe rises into the still air
like a grey rod, while a shaggy-haired yellow
dog, chin between his paws, yawns at his feet,
too sleepy to swish away the flies that fight

over his left ear. Far behind, a wilted bay
horse droops, a blurred granite boulder against

tomato-worm, his rebel head lifted high, views
the sun overhead, the resting farmer, the
sleeping dog, and the drooping horse, then
quickly slides of my hand again into his grassy
clod apartment, leaving the world to darkness
and to me.
*

*

ak

To darkness and to me... and to my books.
For with the first chirp of the cricket, I used
to bury myself in Christopher Morley, while
the blue jays were still scolding below my
window sill, and a brown thrush still hummed
to her nestful of young ones in the thickets.
Now I again page through “Parnassus on
Wheels,” shake hands with the red-bearded

Professor, with Helen McGill, and her brother
Andy, and know that I have a new family of
friends that will not slip into the dank niggerheaven of my memory. I spend two more hours
of delightful comradeship with Emmet Lavery’s
“First Legion.” I see the Monsignor coming on
the scene like an overloaded Christmas tree, a

towering mass of lace, purple, and droll wit.
Chatting with Ahern and Doc Morell, I become
the crippled Jimmy,—the All-American boy
with a weak leg and a strong faith,—and I
swallow hard too.
*

*

*

I swallow hard too,—and that hard swallow,
tobogganing into an empty stomach, hurls me

the blue sky.

A feeling of something slimy on my hand
brings me back to my brockley patch. Tenderly
caressing my index finger, an old wrinkled

back to earth, U. D., and a dreary November
landscape, as the chapel bell tolls twelve,
calling me to dinner.

GRIEF»
It leaves an everlasting scar

Man’s brief existence here. to mar;
It lingers in his memory,
A shattered vision, ne’er to be.
In empty mirth he tries in vain

To drown the plaintive moan of pain;
In vain he seeks relief in tears
For grief outlives man’s span of years.
—MICHAEL KEREZSI.
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A Spanish Traged y

® By Joseph Wohlschlaeger

This imaginative narrative was suggested to the writer, a sophomore engineer, by the civil war now raging in
Spain.

Pezeme out of a valley, overlooking the
- Ebro River, in the region of Catalonia,
Spain, rises the village of San Jose. Today the

market place is quiet as the tombs; no beauti-

ful flowers, no fruits and wines are sold. What
yesterday had been a town of gayety and

business became today a town of deep mourning. For today is the third anniversary of the

death of that beloved priest and patriotic
Spaniard, Father Juan Costellos.
The devastating Civil War is over. The forces
of. Francisco Franco have reconquered Spain
from the unbeliever. No longer must the people

worship their God in secret. Their church,
gutted by the fires of anarchism and communism, now stands repaired and brilliant in
the bright Spanish sun. The grease and oil from

the anarchist’s trucks has been washed away.
The pious people have replaced the altar and
restored the statue of the Virgin, where once

the filth of the enemy was found.
To understand this great sorrow we must
understand the life and death of Father Juan.
He was born to son of a middle-class merchant.

Although he was not of the poor class, all his
sympathies and labors were for them. Therefore, realizing that he could best work for the

poor as a priest, he joined the Society
of Mary.
After his ordination he took up his duties in

the village church of San Jose. He soon saw
the need of a better distribution of land among

the people. For centuries the land had been
owned by a few non-resident landlords. Some
of this land was rented to the peons, for such
they were, but other vaster sections lay grown

over with weeds or reserved for the sport of the
nobility. By public subscription Father Juan
was able to raise enough money to buy these
non-productive fields. Then to every person was
given an equal share to make fertile again. But
this was not all that he had done for his people.

He built hospitals, started cooperative markets,
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opened schools and revived the religious fervor
of the people. He did these things and many

more, for he followed the principles preached
by the Great Master. As his love for his flock
increased so their love and reverence for him
increased also.

But Father Juan had a rival, and a very
formidable one it was. Catalonia had become

the center of communism and anarchism in
Spain. Unintelligent and discontented Spaniards,
after receiving

instructions

in

the

Moscow

school of hate, descended upon the villages of
Spain. But in San Jose they soon found that the
doctrines of kindness taught by Father Juan

were preferred to their own doctrines of classhatred.

The 1936 elections resulted in a radical victory throughout Catalonia. The night of victory

was spent in destruction and debauchery that
had not been seen befdre. Churches ‘were
burned, priests and nuns were driven through
the streets and shot. Those towns and vil-

liges that remained loyal to their. God were
soon visited by. fying bands of anarchists,
who burned churches, martyred religious
and converted the people to their cause by
torture and death. Such a band came to San
Jose, but Father Juan had been warned and
was hiding. This band had heard of the people’s
..love for Father Juan and were determined to
remove such a formidable adversary. One by

one the villagers were summoned before a
rabble that could not be called a court by the
most ignorant people.
“‘Where are you hiding the enemy of the Red
Revolution?” asked the judge, if a person

whose only education came from Marx’s book
of hate could be called a judge.
“I do not know,” firmly answered a young
farmer.

“Do you believe in God?” was the next
question.
“Yes,”’ came the defiant answer.
“Will you renounce that belief and take
Stalin for your God?”

“No.”

“Shoot him.”
Thus, one by one, these brave soldiers of God
faced the tribunal. Some were fortunate
enough to escape death, but many new graves
and bullet scarred walls attested to the carnage
wrought in that village.
As in all places, there was in San Jose a
miser, a Judas. Overcome by lust for money he
offered to reveal the hiding place of Father

Juan for thirty pieces of silver in Spanish
money. It was then an easy matter for the Reds
to lay their filthy hands on Father Juan. Some
urged his immediate execution, but others insisted on the usual comic trial given to all
before the Spanish version of the American

one way ride was performed. So they took him
before Largo Annas, the recently self-appointed
Red judge of life and death. Here he was
questioned on his activities, but this judge had
no authority, So Father Juan was sent to
Caifhas Diaz. Caifhas was doing his morning
murdering somewhere else, so he had to be

taken before the governor, Bautiste Pilato.
Pilato was only a ‘“‘pink,’’ but he knew that if
he did not do what the rabble wanted, they
would report him to Augusto Stalin and his
name would be on the next list to confess plotting with Trotsky.

“Are you the leader of the people?” asked
Pilato.
“T am, but not the physical leader, only the
spiritual leader. I lead men not to war, but to
peace with their God. I do not teach them classhatred, but I teach them to love their neighbor
as themselves. I teach them to love and honor
God in heaven, not those men who set them-

selves up as gods in Moscow.” All this he
answered amid the hoots and insults of the
Red rabble.
The judge could see that he could find no
guilt in the man, but he had to appease the
wrath of the mob. Accordingly he brought

forth the richest capitalist and Rightist in the
village and asked whom they preferred. But
these were practical Reds; they demanded the
lives of both. Then Bantiste Pilato conceived
the brilliant idea to have valiant Father Juan

tortured, thinking thus to appease the bloodthirstiness of the mob. After suffering the most
excruciating pains, Father Juan was again
shown to the people. Covered with blood and

looking more like a raw piece of beef than a
man, he faced his persecutors with a prayer on

his lips asking their forgiveness. As soon as he
appeared the rabble began to shout anew,
‘Shoot him, shoot him. Four walls are three
walls too many for him.” Pilato, seeing no other

course, delivered him to the Red mob. They led
him up the road to the cemetery, his Calvary.
Here they forced him to dig his own grave.
While he dug he prayed for the forgiveness of
those about to murder him. He remembered

that all that he had suffered and more had
been suffered by the God he was about to meet.
this thought made the pains and suffering
easier. Finishing his grave, he took up a position directly before it as he was instructed.
The staccato commands of the officer were

inaudible amid the cries and blasphemy of the
fiendish Reds. Only the sharp crack of the
rifles and the cry, “Father into thy hands 1]

commend my spirit,” were heard above the
noise. As Father Juan’s blood spilled upon the
ground, the crowd rushed forward, like a pack

of wolves, to kick and tear at the body that
now lies under the high altar of the newly
consecrated church. From all over Spain pious
people come to pray at the grave of this new
martyr for his Faith.
Such is the story of Father Juan. Did such a

person exist? Yes. Hundreds have lived and
died like this for the highest cause worth dying
for—religious freedom. But the priets of Spain
have not died in vain, for out of the ashes of
Spain shall arise a new nation that will march
forth under the banners of Christ to conquer

for all times the evils of communism and the
evils that cause it.
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SPANISH TROUBLE
Not all Spanish trouble occurs in Spain.
There is some of it here at the U. of D. One of
my recent acquaintances, a Spanish youth from
Porto Rico, was introduced to a girl who was
not a student at our institution. This introduction had come about a week or ten days before
our “Freshman Welcome Strut.”’ In the course
of their short conversation he asked her to the

dance, and she accepted his invitation. Her
home was in a suburb of Dayton, Oakwood.
The young lady, of course, gave him her ad-

dress, but in his triumphant state of mind, he
forgot to write it down.
In the meantime my friend really looked forward with great eagerness to this dance. He

was continually talking about “it” and “her.”
Whenever we asked him about her, all that he
could say in praise of her from his newly ac-

quired slang vocabulary was, “‘Oh, Boy!”
When the day of the gala affair finally
arrived, I offered to take him and his girl with
us in our car. Believe it or not, he had forgotten
her address, and try as he might, he could not

remember it. We spent half our allowance and
half our day calling everyone in the telephone
directory who had a similar name, but to our
dismay, she could not be contacted. We tried

every means that we could possibly think of,
but we were unsuccessful in every attempt all
afternoon. Naturally my Spanish friend was
downhearted beyond description, and spent a
dismal, lonely evening in his room. Though for
him this affair turned out so tragically, I had
spent one of my most amusing days of the new
school year with my island acquaintance trying

A SURE SIGN OF AUTUMN
What serves better as an usher to autumn
than football? Even while the days are yet
warm, a few pictures of football players who

are expected to be “stars” appear in the sport
sections of newspapers and slowly crowd out
the few remaining pictures of baseball, as they
struggle to hold their scantily numbered hours
in the limelight. Then as a crispness fills the
air, and one or two blankets are welcome at
night, the first scheduled games come out in

bold type. Even someone who doesn’t follow
sports in general may say to himself, as he
buttons his topcoat while leaving, perhaps, a
theater, “This surely feels like football
weather.” And as he leaves, a car may go
tooting by with its occupants yelling and cheering for their team which has just won a football game. Then as he rounds a corner, he may
find a crowd of college or high school boys
and girls gathering on the courthouse steps, in

the public square or anything else that is in the
center of town. There he sees their school colors
waving, a few cheer leaders directing various

yells, perhaps a few scattered band members
tooting a disjointed tune, and in general an
excitement in the air, not only because their
team has won, but because their first game has
ushered in a new season and with it new thrills,
joys, and excitements.

—RICHARD LYONS.

WHAT MY BARBER MEANS
TO ME
Yesterday when you had your hair cut did

you take the barber into account? The odds
are two hundred to one that you did not, but

to find his lost girl friend. ‘“‘Will they ever meet

merely tolerated him as a necessary accessory

again?” If they do, I should like to hear the

to the process of having your mane shortened.

little lady’s words of welcome—wouldn’t you?

He is definitely not a robot, but a masterly
technician well informed on the ways of the

—EDGAR REAGAN.
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world, as well as the ways of the clippers.

When I had my bi-weekly haircut last week,
I noticed the fine well aimed strokes of his
scissors. His use of the comb to bring the blades

of hair into position for the coup d’etat filled
me with awe. In flexing the comb and scissors,
he displayed the ease and grace of a surgeon
using his scalpels. Not a stroke was wasted;

each did its part as a section of the whole

We shall first reduce the statements to the

fewest possible words conveying the general
idea; then, by means of the slide rule, the first
derivative of the condensed statement, and a
seemingly infinite number of formulae, let us
find in the haze the true answer.
The

accusation,

“Engineers

seldom

date

co-eds because of the great ratio of masculine
population on the campus and the fact that

operation.

As his scissors flew across the top of my
head, his tongue worked glibly over the questions of the day. I was amazed at finding a

vertible oracle in a palace of shining chromium
and spotless white. From that time on he has
become my neutral observer and critic of the
world’s work and the world’s ways. My barber,
presiding over his spotless chair, I regard as a
symbol of tonsorial science coupled with
statesmanlike knowledge.

—RAYMOND N. ROTH.

ANOTHER REPLY
*Tis not often an engineer aspires to become
an artist, a poet, or an author. But once his
honor is trampled upon—his humanity doubted
—then something must be done. The engineer
is human. You can easily find evidence of this
by a few simple experiments. For example,
pinch one of them. Or for better results use a
pin. You shall notice a sharp quick movement
and a possible verbal reproach. If a turkey

dinner were placed before one of them, likewise in a purely human manner the food will
soon be gone. The engineer has the human
instinct to brag. Usually test grades, however,

engineers thrive best on lack of competition.”
Proof given: 00.000.
The answer of the slide rule: “It is not the
ratio of male students to co-eds, but the much
greater ratio (9999.98) of accessible non co-eds
to co-eds. Even if it were granted (which it is
not) that only half of the non-co-eds average
the ‘dating standards’ (Standards of Arts, PreMed, Engineering and Business Colleges) of
the college girl, the ratio would still be onehalf of 9999.98 or 4999.98.”’
““A second reason is that the College of Engineering is so far removed from the classes of
most co-eds that these women know the engi-

neers only as the fellows that tote about the
rulers that are split down the center. In return
the co-eds are known only as the creatures that
buy sweaters with long sleeves so that they can
bunch them up above their elbows.”’
‘“‘As a third reason the slide rule tells us that

a few of the non co-eds can even cook. Perhaps
the college girl doesn’t plan to have to” To the
accusation, “No engineer lacked courage in

asking for a date.” The slide rule answers, ““You
cannot say this if you know more than half of

the engineers. This percent being about the
same as that in the more femininely populated
divisions of the University.”

do not allow him to partake of this vice. I would
say that his chief vice is that of complaint.

Looking at the matter in its full light, let
us consider the charges made against the’ engineers recently by a co-ed of the same department. I have put a few words together in the
hope I might clear several of the accusations.

The accusation, “Their slang irks me.”

The slide rule answers: ‘‘A matter of opinion.
But, if you cannot appreciate the picturesque,
‘golden elixir of life’ in place of such a common
expression as ‘beer,’ there must be a lack of
idea of beauty. I pity you if you are ever ina

The following incorrect statements which have

conversation with men of the musical profes-

either been expressed or implied by the said
co-ed, are in sad need of correction. Let us take

sion. Before dates with members of an orchestra, yours truly would advise at least two

each as it comes—disprove it, and toss it
gently into the waste basket (Was it green? Oh,
no, no, No) with old lab data and poor Calculus

semester hours in the study of their lingo.”

attempts.

The accusation, “If the engineer decides to
take a co-ed, he starts the day of registration
Pagé nineteen ~

making observations.”’ The slide rule’s answer,

CLOTHES

“Nothing wrong in looking at the girl. She may
be the one that must have her date pay a two
dollar cover charge before she can begin to
enjoy herself.” By finding the first derivative
we see the answer is radical minus one. This

Perhaps one of the most worrisome problems
that confront people of this present day is
selecting clothes. From the wealthiest man
living to the man who must amble aimlessly
through alleys contriving to find a better cos-

indicates at least some slight exaggeration as

tume than the one he wears, each person is

to date of starting the observation. The accusa-

faced with the task of dressing.

tion, “The engineer packs his date in with a

To bring our subject close to home we will

great number of dateless fellow engineers and

back

consider the American youth approaching his
twentieth year. On rare occasions he assumes
his best manners, dons his one and only formal
regalia, dates his best girl, and dances till two
in two too tight shoes. By serious concentration

through ten years of social functions at the

this knight without armor is able to keep his

University two

mind off the high collar and perfectly creased
trousers.

talks of nothing but his superior knowledge.”

The

slide

rule

answers,

“Checking

(yes, as many as two)

cases

have been found of this nature. In both of these
the girl happened to be an engineer of the same
department as her date and happened to have
the answers to more questions for a coming

For evenings of lesser importance we find
our young gentleman dressed plainly but with

a dash of jauntiness, that keeps him constantly

out why he talked of nothing but that class and

aware that he is being noticed. In the attempt
to give his ensemble a grade A appearance poor
Mom, earlier in the evening, went through a

the subject matter for the test. We grant that

cross examination. Where’s my hat? Which tie

he did brag. He surely would not want her to

looks best? Did Bill wear my green socks? A
fellow can never find a thing in this house?
All this and more from our handsome hero,
who suffers untold agonies by wearing new

test than had her date. We shall let you reason

know that he had not prepared his work as
yet. Naturally the engineers would get together
at a social gathering or at a game, because

their work in the field and laboratory brings
them together. These functions are taken as
rests from the formulae that confront them
daily. The accusation that engineers do not

take dates to these functions is a sign that
someone was too interested in the game to
notice.

—CHARLES McBRIDE.
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clothes for the sake of fashion and the little
blonde with the dreamy eyes.
To do him justice though, it is my duty to
acknowledge that almost every afternoon finds
our young American lounging about in more
comfortable attire. You see he realizes the
errors of his ways. Boy! wait till he discovers
that Mom threw out those three-year-old slacks
and that faded sweat shirt today when she
cleaned the wardrobe.

—JOHN GRIFFIN.

Book Reviews

THREE ROUSING CHEERS
By Elizabeth Jordan

immediately after breakfast. Moreover, having

exceptional musical talent Elizabeth’s mother
had extracted the promise that she practice
piano at least one hour every day ;—even with

No, this is not the story of a hectic football
game, nor is it the story of some football hero’s
rocketing rise to gridiron glory. The title seems
at first misleading, and—one thinks—even illchosen when he discovers that it is the auto-

such hours she kept that promise! Add to this
the fact that she was writing successful and

frequent short-stories and magazine serials, and
occasional novels, and you have the feverish

life of an aspirant to literary fame.

biography of a woman newspaper correspondent and authoress of twelve novels. But the
reader is disabused of this hasty conclusion by
the first few lines of the introduction. Indeed,
“Three Rousing Cheers” appears to your reviewer as a strikingly apt summary of Eliza-

intrinsic cause of interest in an autobiography,
and particularly in the autobiography of E. J.;
for there we get “True Stories of the News,”

beth Jordan’s life and, as such, an excellent
title to the story of her life.

many of them stories whose existence the public
has never yet suspected. E. J. met many social

Only a few on our campus have yet had the

celebrities and national figures, and for each
one she has a new anecdote or intimate rela-

pleasure of reading this book, and its present

tion. It must suffice in this limited space to

reviewer hopes to tell the many, who have not,
the reason for the “pleasure” in reading it.

a pleasure to know our authoress: Arthur Bris-

Truth is stranger than fiction, hence it is

proportionately more interesting. Truth is the

mention but a few of those who considered it
bane, Frances Hodgson Burnett, Mark Twain,

Henry James, Mrs. Otis Skinner. It was E. J.,

Someone has said that we lead another’s
life as we read their autobiography. But the
reader lives not only Elizabeth Jordan’s life—

moreover, who discovered and gave to contemporary literature Zona Gale, Sinclair Lewis,

and that a rich one—but he glimpses often,

and Dorothy Canfield.

very intimately, dozens of others.

“E. J.,” as Elizabeth Jordan often styles
herself, has had a remarkably active life. The

art of writing filled most of it, and by “most of
it’”” we mean approximately sixteen hours a day
for more than ten years on the New York

World. Imagine editing in the Sunday World
a four-page Comic Supplement and an eight-

page Editorial Forum, writing “specials,” and
frequently subbing for the managing editor.
She was off at nine or ten in the morning after

a few hours of sleep; at the World offices or
out on assignments by eleven; in her office

again most of the night; and home at two or
three o’clock in the morning to drop into bed
exhausted and to rise from it and rush to work

Necessarily E. J. occasionally pats herself

on the back, but she does not do it to the degree
that she becomes a hunch-back. May your re-

viewer interpose, therefore, that he believes

Edward Bok (incidentally a friend of E. J.)
must be hiding his back’s deformity by a brace.
This is, I feel certain, the conclusion of all who
have read “The Americanization of Edward

Bok.” The autobiographer must, however, tell
frankly the good he has done, or he will not be
giving us the true story of his life.

Elizabeth Jordan is a practical Catholic, and

her

book

breathes

forth

this

refreshing

Catholicity. For the Catholic is to be known by

his charity, and charity ruled E. J. and she
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ruled by charity. Her text is prefaced by an

expressive photograph of her as she appears
today and all readers of her life must conclude

that E. J. says nothing that we could not
imagine that kind face saying.
In explaining the title of her life’s story, Bid;
relates how the sound of those words, “Three
Rousing Cheers,” brings back happy memories
of dear and departed friends. We, readers of
your busy life, Elizabeth Jordan, turn to you
in apostrophe, and repeat: “Three Rousing
Cheers,” hoping that “the old refrain, heard

from any lips, still brings them back for a
wonderful moment.”

—CLARENCE WILKINS.

THE MINSTREL BOY
By L. A. G. Strong
If your friend is an athlete, if he has hit a
home run with the bases full, if he has scored a

After completing the ‘‘portrait” we were
sure that Moore is as lucky in his new
biographer as he was in everything else, for he
defends his minstrel boy to all critics. He dwells
heavily on Moore’s misfortunes on raising a

family (his five children die in early adoles-

cence), he devotes considerable time to the
unscrupulous publishers who play up to Moore’s
weakness of managing his financial business
to such an extent that through their deft
scheming he is always in debt and must write

some of his “Irish Melodies,” so he can eat at
home.
The minstrel was extremely in favor of the
muses for he had a large number of friends who
eyed him with envy for his popularity, for his
simple rhythmical verses, while they, William
Wordsworth, Lord Byron, Sir Walter Scott and
Coleridge achieved their small amount of limelight and too few pounds of English currency
after months of hard work on one line of verse,
while his reward came in huge lots during the
prime of his life.

fellow-countryman’s poems on his knees as a

Were we to ask anyone who saw us reading
this book we would venture that our countenance would spell the atmosphere of a rainy
Sunday. We forced ourself to finish it for we
hoped that Mr. Strong would forget, if only for
a moment, his worship of “The Minstrel Boy,”
and give us a darker side of Moore’s life, but
we were disappointed.

says in his first chapter, ‘““Tom Moore,” poet

We do not carry a grudge against our adventure in the book, for the selection of Moore’s

touchdown in the last minute of play, or if he
has sent a ball through a basket in an overtime
period to bring the team a victory, your rela-

tionship with him would take on a genuine
semblance of hero worship. It is our contention that Mr. Strong worshipped Tom Moore as

a hero when he held the heavy volumes of his
child and he carries this mood of friendship with
him in the tempo of his biography. The author
laureate without port-folio of Erin, “was not

works brightened up somewhat an otherwise

a great man or a great poet ... He was an
“admirable and a lovable human being, warm
hearted, honest, humorous and kind .. . For
many years now, in reaction to his excessive
fame, he has been neglected and derided...”

In our epitomization of this review we must
commend the author for his excellent biblig-

Another storm signal the author posted in his
introductory chapter was this remark: “I have
tried less to write a history of Tom Moore than
to draw his portrait, and to clear away some

of the irrelevancies of criticism which have
been heaped upon him.”
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cloudy sky.

raphy, his study in the choice of fine selections
from Moore’s journal, but we must slap him on
the other cheek for his book suffers from all
the defects of its kind: it is bright, and it
patronizes it subject.

—DOUGLAS McCREIGHT.
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FOR SHOE REPAIR
With
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It’s

Modern Shoe Repair
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PRICE
COMFORT
STYLE

JOHN B.

RODERER
SHOE STORE
807 Brown Street

+

Corner Hickory

This Nameplate

Means More Value
For Your Money!
in Refrigerators
Electric Ranges

IMMEDIATE ANSWER
to your QUESTION
PHONE HOME AT THE LOW
NIGHT AND SUNDAY RATE

Water Coolers
Ice Cream Cabinets
Air Conditioning
Products of

GENERAL MOTORS
IN DAYTON
|

long distance telephone rates are sharply
reduced. The same low rates apply ALL

112 miles for 35c

260 miles for 65c

180 miles for 50c

300 miles for 70c

{Station-to-Station rates for three minutes}

THE OHIO

BELL TELEPHONE COMPANY

1H em
111 em 11)een ene

DAY SUNDAY. You can phone—

DR. LEON DEGER, ’10
_

Fidelity Building
Dayton, Ohio

net
HL
tt me NYmee tt meee ey me TT me
EN) mee

Refrigeration
Equipment

+

@ Every evening, from 7 p. m. to 4:30 a. m.,

Commercial

“More pleasure than any
cigarette I ever tried

Copyright 1938, LicGeTt & Myers Tosacco Co.

